ever come of these confused jottings. Then I took my
sleeping-pill, turned out the light, and fell asleep after
long tossing and turning.

Some hours later I awoke, feeling not only wakeful,
but highly excited. My watch said a few minutes after
three. I went to my desk, arranged the sheets from the
scratch pad, numbered them, and began scrawling off
from them the outline of this never-to-be-written dramatic
fantasy. The result was a scrawled, interlined, and much
revised script. I was still working when the waiter brought
in my coffee at eight in the morning, as was his habit.
Then I went on scribbling. I stopped work after ten in
the morning, first tearing up the greater part of it into
tiny scraps and throwing them in the waste-basket.

I began to hate even the few pages of the script that
remained, and the very idea that in my condition I had
written the outline of a play on that theme. It did not turn
out as I intended it. The prisoner who had served so many
decades in the confinement of stage technique scarcely
dared avail himself of his great freedom. At bottom he
remained a prisoner. A free-running imagination, which
however kept rushing back every minute into the open
door of the jail Apparently such people are sentenced for
life.

Today, ten days later (January 25, 1948), I have re-
read the surviving pages. Immediately upon reading the
outline of the first two acts of the three-act play, I tore
it up and threw it away. The outline of the third act I
kept. I prolonged its existence until such time as either
I or someone else should destroy k. Then, later, I took
these pages out again, and decided to put down in the

34*ibbled notes when I began to realize that nothing would
